" When I call upon Him, and lift up my voice. He
closes His ear to my prayer." But worst of all is
when he raves about blood and about the scarlet
that no hands can wash away. About blood and
snow. Surely that man can have nothing on his
conscience, you know him as well as I do. There
must be heavy guilt deep in the hearts of all men,
that a man like him should suffer so grievously from
it. And at times he looks as though he could see
something; at other times he starts up and asks if
all the creaking is in the next room. I don't know,
but reading the Bible all the time seems to lead to
a lot of misery. Go on singing, child, and forget
your sins.9
She dried her tears and hurried up the stairs
again. When Frans went in to look at his brother,
he saw that she was only pretending to be tidying
things up so as not to leave him alone. After those
first days Stien did not notice anything strange
about her, only that she was still quiet and that her
head rocked to and fro more than usual.
In August, when Werendonk came into the shop
again, he had lost a lot of flesh. He thanked the
neighbours who congratulated him on his recovery
with a nod, saying that it was no more than might
be expected at his age ; and he served again, as of
old, slowly and carefully. In the evenings he went
up to bed early. e The accounts will have to wait,'
he said to Jansje. But on Saturdays he was seen as